LIFE OF ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON

ciency, as the warmth of Louis' gratitude to his nurse
has unjustly reacted to the prejudice of his mother, and
has quite wrongly been supposed by those who did not
know them to indicate neglect on one side and on the
other a lack of affection.

In person she was tall, slender, and graceful; and her
face and fair complexion retained their beauty, as her
figure and walk preserved their elasticity, to the last
Her vivacity and brightness were most attractive; she
made on strangers a quick and lasting impression, and
the letters written on the news of her death attest the
devotion and number of her friends* As ;i hostess she
had great social tact, and her hospitality was but the
expression of her true kindliness of heart.

Her undaunted spirit led her when nearly sixty to
accompany her son, first to America, and then, in a
racing schooner, through the remotest groups of the
Pacific, finally to settle with him in the disturbed spot
where he had chosen his home.

She had in the highest degree that readiness for en-
joyment which makes light of discomfort, and turns
into a holiday any break of settled routine* Her desire
to be pleased, her prompt interest in any experience,
however new or unexpected, her resolute refusal to see
the unpleasant side of things, ail had their counterpart
in her son, enabling him to pass through the many tiirk
hours, that would have borne for more heavily upon
his father's temperament

Frail though his own constitution was, his twly visits
to various health-resorts were due in the first instance
to the need of securing a better climate for his mother,
who unfortunately fell into ill-health during the ten or
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